MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

Of the music I need only say that at the very outset Messager
announced, fortissimo, that he was going to be as commonplace
as he possibly could; and he kept his word in the main., though he
could not help once or twice lapsing into habits of distinction
and refinement formed in his own unhappy country. Miss Maud
Ellicot, as a Bohemian girl who dwells in marble halls in the
second act, and so does not need to dream about them, proved
herself a very capable young lady, with a ready fund of dramatic
feeling and musical talent, backed by a voice which, if not parti-
cularly remarkable for richness of color or purity of tone, is
vigorous and serviceable, and has in the middle and lower
registers a not unattractive peculiarity which answers perhaps to
a touch of swarthy color in her complexion. The other parts are
in the hands of old friends, none of whom have any opportunity
of adding to their reputations: indeed Mr Scott Fishe has to exert
all his tact to keep Prince Gerard from having an unintended
success as a wild burlesque of Lucia di Lammermoor. The opera
is staged with all the taste and thoroughness that distinguish the
Savoy: nothing is missing except Mr Rutland Barrington and a
good work for him to appear in.

Mr Cowen's Signa can hardly, I think, be said to have a fair
chance either of success or failure at Covent Garden. When a
four-act opera is cut down to two acts, the composer is entitled
to claim suspension of judgment as to the merit of his work as a
whole. I have seldom been so taken aback as when the three
leading persons in the opera, whose acquaintance we had barely
made on quite amiable terms, suddenly pulled out daggers and
ended one another's existences on no discernible provocation.

I can understand that Ancona, in stabbing Madame de Nuo-
vina, may have yielded simply to an irresistible impulse to finish
the opera and go home; but why on earth did Mr Ben Davies,
regardless of his growing portliness, not only stab himself, but
immediately afterwards gather himself together and launch him-
self on all fours into the air, exactly as an inexperienced bather
goes off a spring-board for the first time, descending on the
prostrate form of the lady with a crash that overpowered the full
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